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" And here, the meanest flower that blows can give 
Thoughts that do often lie too deep for tears." 

Wordsworth. 



" Short-lived as we are, yet our pleasures we see 
Have a still shorter date, and die sooner than we." 

Cowpkr. 



" Quivi le piante piu che altrove ombrose 
E l'herba raolle, e il fresco dolce appare." 

Poliiiano 



# 



" There are few who can withstand the influence of 

local attachments. Our country, our dwelling, and above all, 
the place of our birth, are frequently filing to with an ardour, 
which, though we cannot coolly justify its reasonableness, we 
find it no less difficult to subdue. We almost act as if we 
fancied that the inanimate objects from which we part so 
mournfully, were for a while endued with consciousness, and 
could participate in our regrets. They recall to our minds 
past scenes and former friends, and we view them as relics 
that are hallowed to our feelings by the associations which 
they convey Many an object, intrinsically trifling, ac- 
quires a value beyond estimation, by circumstances of this 
nature. Wide, indeed, is the range of cherished recollections 
which cling around an ancient dwelling, and cruel is the blow 
that violates such a sanctuary." — Herbert Lacey, vol. ili. 

" I sighed a long farewell to fields and woods from which I 
once thought I should never be parted, and was at no time so 
sensible of their beauties as just when I left them all behind 
me to return no more." — Cowper's Letters to Mr* Rose. 
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Page 14, for Hora, read floras. — See note 
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"Sorta al an dopx riaUrn» dogttm." 

Vrtobia Commma. 



Farewell !— each fading wreath that dies, 
And prone on earth neglected lies, 
Each rose, which shrinking, wan and pale, 
Yields its last breath to Autumn's gale, 



THE LAST AUTUMN 

My silent tears deplore : 
I hear a voice in every breeze, 
An echo speaks amid those trees, 
" For thee no more these shades shall please, 

" For thee they bloom no more !" 



What stranger's eye with vcalm surprise 
Shall see your varied buds arise ? 
Not prompt like mine to mark each bloom, 
Or rapturous hail the lov'd perfume 

Of my otvn-planied bowers ? 
The hand alone that cultured, knows 
The pleasure that such toil bestows ; 
They yield to love and care alone 

The treasure of their flowers. 



Oh ! scenes to love and memory dear, 
Through joy and grief, where many a year 



AT A FAVOURITE RESIDENCE. 

My varied hours have run ; — 
If purest bliss my heart has known, 
If deepest grief my soul o'erthrown, 
Here each extreme has been my own, 

And each its course begun. 



What future home shall bid arise 
Youth's roseate hours, joy's sunny skies, 
Life's early dreams, and mem'ry's sighs, 

Which these loved scenes endear ? 
O'er Autumn's brief and changeful hours 
The storm of age and winter lours : 

Gray hope no more puts forth her flowers, 

«\ 

They sprung, and vanish here. 



Through yonder glades, which Autumn now 
Has wrapped in tints of richest glow ; 
Where ash and beech with golden gleam, 
Bright in the crimson sunset stream ; 



THE LAST AUTUMN 

Where then the vernal lilacs bloomed, 
And primrose buds each breeze perfumed, 
And waving hawthorns o'er her head 
A silvery shower of blossoms shed, 
My sister walked ; — I marked her air, 
And youth, and hope, and joy were there : 
And beauty o'er her nymph-like face 
Had shed its soft and transient grace, 
Waved the dark hair, and o'er the brow 
Had given its polished curves to flow : 
The rising gale that meets my ear 
Still seems her gentle voice to bear, 
The cheerful dear familiar tone 
That spoke of hope and peace alone : 
And he she loved was by her side : — 
So soon to be his happy bride ! 
Plight the pure faith, and breathe the vow 
To love through life as they love now, 



AT A FAVOURITE RESIDENCE. 

And realize those dreams of heaven, 
Which but to youth's blest morn are given : 
How soft her blush ! how bright her smile ! 
Alas ! unconscious she the while, 
That the fresh wreaths which o'er her wave 
Would wither on her wintry grave ! 



Where wide yon flowery realm extends 
Which Autumn's bloom with Summer's blends, 
O'er latticed fence and trellised bowers, 
Where wind the musk-rose' latest flowers, 
Where mingling bright, geraniums glow, 
Wreathed with the myrtle's buds of snow, 
And fuchsia's crimson tassels fair 
Float lightly on the freshening air ; 
How often was she seen to stray, 
At dewy morn or closing day, 



THE LAST AUTUMN 

Intent some radiant wreath to twine, 
Some offering at affection's shrine, 
While chaplets of that pale, pure rose, 
For her own modest brow, she chose ! 



'Twas fell consumption's treacherous power 
That bowed her to her early tomb ; 
That lent her eyes their dazzling fire, 
And flushed her cheek with hectic bloom : 
Tho' o'er her fair and wasted face 
Each azure vein we well might trace, 
Yet still with patient hope she smiled, 
And hope each lingering hour beguiled ; 
And love and friendship o'er her bed 
Their sun-set gleams of radiance shed ; 
And death so gently on her crept 
We deemed not that she died, — but slept 



AT A FAVOURITE RESIDENCE. i 

Loved sister of my heart ! my own, 
Too early lost, too lately known, 
Whom tears, nor prayers, nor skill could save, 
Meek inmate of a timeless grave, — 
Still dear the lonely scenes must be, 
That speak of grief, and love, and thee ! 



— 'And here he dwelt ! — amid these bowers, 
Whose shrubs perfume the lawn ; 
The happy birds' wild minstrelsy 
Awoke him here at dawn !' 
Pure as the blush which morning wears 
Was that fair cheek's soft mantling hue, 
And hare-bells bathed in twilight's tears 
Ne'er matched that eye's bright sparkling blue : 
His cherub voice was on the breeze, 
His frolic step beneath those trees : 



8 THE LAST AUTUMN 

Within that hawthorn's ancient shade, 
At noon in rosy health he played, 
(How proud each humble bud to view, 
Which in his own, own garden grew !) 
Its circling verge his loved domain, 
Where yet some wild-grown flowers remain 
Years have passed on, but still the place 
Sorrowing my pensive footsteps trace, 
Where tangled boughs obscure the day 
Or but admit a sickly ray, 
Where the pale pink more pallid grows, 

And faint and scentless droops the rose. 

********* 



'Twas here, secure from sorrow's blast, 
His bright and brief existence past, 
E'en like the wind-harp's thrilling strain, 

'Twas sweet, but ne'er shall wake again ! 

********* 



AT A FAVOURITE RESIDENCE. 9 

What visions cloud these parting hours, 
What sadness shrouds the fading bowers ! 
Haste ! haste ! and bid these shades adieu, 
Which thus my bursting grief renew ! 
Why stream my tears, why bleeds my heart, 
From scenes thus steeped in woe to part ? 
My child ! my child ! — no more thy name 
These faultering, trembling lips proclaim, 
No sof t voice answers from those shades,— 

He comes not bounding through the glades ! 

********* 

Radiant with health and bloom he rose 
That morning from his blest repose, 
To press ere evening, chang'd and low, 
That couch which ne'er shall dawn-light know. 



Oh memory, cease ! — oh time, controul 
The grief, which deep within my soul 
b 2 



10 THE LAST AUTUMN 

A hidden volume lies, — 

Of other griefs the wounds have healed, 

Of other tears the source been sealed, 

And passing years have o'er my head 

The dews of blest oblivion shed 

For many a later pain; 

But this, undying, undecayed, 

Can only with existence fade, 

One only consolation know, 

Of all that earth and skies bestow, 

This world alone divides us now, 

— In Heaven we meet again ! 



Where clematis its odour breathes, 
And hangs its tasselled feathery wreaths, 
Which fading now, in wild decay 
To every breeze of Autumn play, 
Where yellow leaves have strewn the seat, 
The lonely robin's lov'd retreat, 



AT A FAVOURITE RESIDENCE. 11 

My Father rested in the sun : — 
Well-nigh his earthly journey done ! — 
O'er the pale brow and silvery head 
Her blighting dews had Sickness shed, 
Bowed the fine frame, and Pain, and Care 
Had left their withering traces there : 
But still the bright and eagle eye 
Spoke courage firm and purpose high : 
Calm and resigned, he bade, like me, 
A long farewell to herb and tree, 
Saw his last Autumn's sun decline 
With fortitude, how unlike mine ! 
For those he lov'd alone he mourn'd, 
To them his parting spirit turned, 
Nor for himself could life supply 
One fond regret, one half-breathed sigh, 
One fear to meet the fate so nigh, — 
One wish to linger here ! 



12 THR LAST AUTUMN 

Farewell yon terrace's sunny mound, 
Its time-worn urns with woodbine bound, 
With sculptured masks so quaintly gay 
Calm smiling in serene decay : 
Its |ow gray walls which jasmines climbed, 
Where sweetbriar and roses twined : 
Light through its ponderous balustrade, 
The trembling bells of bind-weed played, 
From each worn crevice, shooting fair, 
Some self-sown herb perfumed the air, 
In tangled wreaths the violets hung, 
In golden bloom the wall-flower sprung, 
And time and age had o'er it thrown 
A grace and beauty all their own : 
Who now shall climb its steps, to view 
The Summer sunset bathed in dew ? 
Drink the rich scents which steaming rise 
When purple evening paints the skies, 



AT A FAVOURITE RESIDENCE. 13 

Where jasmines through the dewy gloom 
Load the dim air with faint perfume ? 
— Or loitering watch the moon-light beam 
Across its chequered pavement stream, 
Silvering with light each feathery spray 
A 8 gleams or fades the varying ray, 
Oft quivering o'er the flower-beds near, 
Where thousand stems their bloom uprear, 
Where veiled in dew the violets sleep, 
And moon-light watch the fox-gloves keep, 
And gorgeous hollyoaks ranked around 
With long tall shadows mark the ground : 
— Or linger there till stars arise 
Gemming the east with sparkling eyes, 
(Surprised when midnight's drowsy hour, 
Sounds faintly from yon village tower, 
Startling the night with silvery chime :) 
— Or musing watch their pale decline ? 
— Or prize it with a love like mine ? 



14 THE LAST AUTUMN 

Fair towering there on either side 
The bay-trees reared their stately pride, 
Unscathed by storm or wintry air, 
Their spicy blossoms flourished there ! 
How oft they won the stranger's praise 
(Expressed in Holy Scripture's phrase,*) 
When green amid December's snows 
Their varnished foliage darkly rose ! 



Marking the lapse of tranquil hours t 
A dial stood amid the flowers. 
How often have I paused, to twine 
Yon moss-rose wreaths around its shrine ! 
No hand might pluck those treasured flowers 
That bloomed to charm the fleeting hours, 



* See Psalms. 
f " Hora non numero nisi serenas." 

I count only the hours that are serene. 1 ? 

(Inscription on a sun-diaL) 



*t 
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Untouched their lofty blossoms rose, 
Untouched their faded leaves repose ; 
Upon that base of mossy stone 
They died, as they had lived, — alone. 



Where yon tall lime-trees screen the lawn, 
And lure the bees at early dawn, 
Secure within the fragrant shade 
The dove her mossy dwelling made : 
At twilight's dim and doubtful hour, 
Her deep voice murmured from my bower : 
♦Emblem of peace, and love, and rest, 
Grateful I hailed the timid guest ; 
And bade around her secret shrine 
The briony and ivy twine. 



Farewell, ye old* patrician trees, 
Proud ornament of scenes like these ; 

• Cowley. 
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Ye lofty elms ! whose boughs have seen 

Two hundred springs renew your green, 

And spread o'er pleasures long decayed 

Your deep and venerable shade ! 

Dear to the rooks ; — in earliest Spring 

The busy tribes were on the wing, 

When March winds bowed the tree's tall crest, 

And rudely shook the half-formed nest : 

Gay clamouring, on the light air borne, 

I heard the flight arrive at morn, 

While moaning winds were surging loud, 

And chilling showers the dawn-light cloud ; # 

Ere the low sun had drank the dew, 

Or sleep-closed flowers their bloom renew : — 

Say ! from what distant lands ye come, 

To claim with us your annual home ? 

And weave anew, in hope still blest, 

The old hereditary nest ? 



AT A FAVOURITE RESIDENCE. 17 

Ah ! not for me, returning Spring 
Shall here your busy numbers bring : 
Ah ! not for me again to trace 
The wiles of your sagacious race, 
To watch your toils, and, day by day, 
Idly, your busy work survey : 
To see you on the lawn alight, 
Or, wheeling, soar in rapid flight, 
Intent some ponderous branch to tear 
From yon old willow, crisp and bare, — 
Or from some pilfering neighbour wrest 
The mossy spoil that lined his nest. 



Though here no more the household hearth 
Shall echo to my children's mirth, 
No more, calm-floating on the breeze, 
Its blue smoke curl above these trees, 



18 THE LAST AUTUMN 

(While its bright blaze reflected shone 
On all I loved to call my own,) 
Tho' dim the halls, the chambers closed 
Where social love and peace reposed, 
Tho' from the barred and silent gate 
No welcome I again await, — 
Oh ! ever may its green domain 
A safe retreat for you contain, 
Unharmed, and joyous may ye soar ! 
Tho' I shall see your haunts no more. 



'Tis past ! — for me some home may rise 
'Mid distant bowers and kinder skies, 
Whose loftier halls, and ampler space, 
May all these humbler charms efface : 
Again my books, in stately rows, 
May fair their marshalTd ranks disclose, 



AT A FAVOURITE RESIDENCE. 19 

And to the fire's wide-flashing ray, 

Their gold-emblazoned coats display : 

Again the china's brilliant dyes 

In gay and rich confusion rise ; 

And other flowers may spread their bloom, 

And breathe their fragrance round my room : 

Again the pendule's silvery tone 

May tell how studious hours have flown, 

Or, (welcome to the watchful ear !) 

Announce that those I love are near ; 

Again the lamps, in order bright, 

May pour around their softened light, 

The magic ray and mellowing beam, 

O'er picture, vase, and mirror stream ; 

The high-heaped hearth again may blaze, 

And shine on friends of other days : 

But ne'er again shall time restore 

The charm which here each object wore, 



20 THE LAST AUTUMN 

Or e'er the heart such gladness prove, 
As 'mid the scenes of early love. 



Dim through the veil of parted years 
So soft, so fair, the past appears ; 
So pure the tints that memory throws., 
So bright of hope the sun-set glows, 
That prouder domes might ne'er impart 
So sweet a solace to the heart, 
Or ever bowers so blest appear 
As these I leave, reluctant, here* 



FRAGMENTS. 



IMITATIONS FROM THE GERMAN, SPANISH, 

ITALIAN, &c. &c. 



"It ia the aune feeling that nan the cenotaph or that modal* tha tmat: we eannot bear to aumnder 
the memory of thoaa we hare loved to the oblivion to which we are oniaelvaa hastening." 

"Ce n'aat quo dans la cosut dea fenunaa qu habitant lea longs eonvenin " 

Mao. db Stabu 
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<d^?&ffttt£ttt0* 



SUPPOSED TO BB WRITTEN BY THE SISTER OF WM. FALCONER, 
AUTHOR OF THE SHIPWRECK, 

WHO EMBARKED FROM THE CAPE OF GOOD HOPE, IN THE AURORA 
FRIGATE, 1769, AND WAS NEVER AFTERWARDS HEARD OF. 



— **TWe morning looking over some old papers, I found aome notM on chronology, sad aome remarks 
•■ Matoty > tamaprihad by a hand which haa long since baen cold and insensible, mouldering on aome 
finest, n shore, or buried In aoma cavern of the ocean. With moistened eyes I traced thaae xeliquea 
of • geniue bright yet immature, extinguished before it had fulfilled the promlaea of hope or the 
anticipation of afiectioa. What avail, I aaid, the labours of application and the teal of acquire- 
ment: the time ie come to thee, deareet William, to ua it will come quickly, " When it will profit 
Ha inoia to have aubdoed one proud tlwught than to hare numbered all the boat of heaven."*— 

• From her V.S. JtmnmL 



Ah, reared in fairy bowers. 

Bright visionary flowers, 
That shrunk and faded in life's glowing noon, — 

Gay tints o'er April skies, 

That shed your rain»bew dyes, 
So soon obscured by sorrow's thick'ning gloom ! 

* Dr. Johnson. 



26 FRAGWENT8. 

Ye hours ! when social mirth 

Rose round the blazing hearth, / 

When childhood's artless glee and sports were ours, 

Is every transport dead ? 

Each smiling presage fled 
Which strewed his early path with swiftly-fading 
flowers ? 



That mind-illumined face 
'Tis memory's still to trace, 
While from her thought-fixed eyes the tear-drops 
start, 
Each faded charm to stay, 
Each vanished grace pourtray, 

And clasp the tablet to her bursting heart. 

********* 



FRAGMENT8. 27 

Oh ! let the hallowed shell 

He loved in life so well, 
In artless accents pour a requiem lay ; 

And as the numbers swell, 

Breathe a long, last farewell, 
To him so loved, so prized from childhood's earliest 
day. 



In vain the solemn shades 

No earthly light pervades, 
Shroud thy sad fate from every human eye ; 

Fancy her aid intrudes, 

The awful pall removes, 
And bids my shuddering soul the fatal truth descry 



At midnight's solemn hour, 
When round the tempests lour, 



38 FRAGMENTS. 

Waking 1 start, and, trembling, think of thee ! 

I hear the wild waves dash, 

The straining vessel crash.— 
Peace ! warring night winds, peace ! — rest I rest ! 
thou stormy sea ! 



Hark ! on the midnight blast 

A sound of horror past ! 
'Twas the last shriek ! — she sinks ! — Oh ! mercy, 
Heaven! 

Phantoms of anguish cease ! 

Leave, leave my soul to peace, 
Nor be my harassed brain to sudden frenzy driven ! 



Again the visions rise ! 

I mark those death-fixed eyes, 



FRAGMENTS. 29 

That pallid form so changed, and yet so dear : — 

The tempest raves no more ; 

Life's last sad scene is o'er ; 
Serene he sleeps, nor claims thy fruitless tear. 



Or dees some Indian Isle, 

Where springs eternal smile, 
Echo his plaint and list his lonely sigh ? 

Through the long dreary night, 

Tends he the beacon light ? 
Or climbs at dawn the rock, some passing sail to spy? 



Oh, no ! all hope is o'er, 

We meet on earth no more, 
Not one faint gleam to soothe thy grief is given ; 

That form so mourned, so dear, 

Floats on a watery bier, 
That spirit so beloved thy coming waits — in Heaven. 



30 FRAGMENTS. 

Peace to thee, gentle shade ! 

Thy debt to nature paid: 
Cease, cease, ye strains ! sacred to grief and love ; 

Too fast the tear drops flow, 

Too keen my sense of woe, 
Even in your soothing sounds a short relief to 
prove. 



31 
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IMITATED FBOM THK 8PAMISB. 



iBMqoiUs 
SI nwno, Madn I* 



At dawn I left my sleepless pillow, 
My couch of pain by sorrow prest, 

And wandering wooed the gales of morning, 
To calm and cool my feverish breast. 



Slow past the night, and slow the morrow 
Beamed on these wakeful, tearful eyes ; 

Oh ! why to her who lives to sorrow 
Should morning's beams again arise ? 



32 THE DREAM. 

Soft zephyrs shook the trembling foliage, 
And bowed the poplar's silvery crest, 

When, worn with grief and faint with anguish, 
Beneath its shade I sunk to rest. 



And mingled sounds of winds and waters 
With lulling power had banished pain ; 

From rest so sweet, from sleep so precious, 
Why did I ever wake again ? 



The wild-bee lent her plaintive murmur, 
The waters joined their lulling fall : 

Ah, mother ! why did dreams in slumber 
The shades of former joys recall ? 



The voice I loved, the smile 1 cherished, 
The form of him I wept, restore, 

And bid this bosom throb with rapture, 
Which ne'er shall wake to pleasure more. 



THE DREAM. 33 

Oh, mother ! when his shade descending 

Had hushed each grief and soothed each pain, 

From dream so sweet, from sleep so precious, 
Why did I ever wake again. 



c 2 
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€$£ Bping maiDm to tftv ftotorr, 

WHO OFFERED HSR FLOWERS. 
IMITATED FROM THE OLD GERMAN. 

" Acfa ! wu hilft tin blumaMn."— €•• " Dn Wokbehjioiui. 

What avails the flowret's bloom ? 

'Tis to wither on my tomb ; 

Or that rose-bud, ruby red, 

To deck the breast whence life has fled ? 



Yes, 'tis hard in youth to die, 
To light and life to bid farewell ; 

To the warm and cheerful sky, 
To the world I loved so well. 



THE DYING MAIDEN TO HER LOVER. 35 

Sadder yet from thee to part. 

Youth beloved ! now doubly dear ; 

Solace of this sinking heart 
In this hour of pain and fear. 



Not to form my bridal wreath, 
Not to strew the couch of love, 

Do these flowers their odours breathe, 
Has thy hand this garland wove. 



Withering o'er my recent tomb, 

Thou their blighted blooms shalt see ; 

Emblems of my early doom, 

Gathered ere their prime, like me. 



Say, when all these pangs are o'er, 
Where shall this pale form recline ? 

Where the yew's funeral boughs 
Dripping in the moonlight shine ? 



36 TBS DYING MAIDEN 

No, — where turf and spring-flowers drink 
Summer's warmest, balmiest dew, 

There thy care the grave shall dress, 
There thy hand the flowers shall strew : 



Vainly, — $o the dead beneath 
What avails the rose's bloom, 

Or the violet's fragrant breath 

Scattered o'er the cold damp tomb? 



In the visions of the night 

I have seen the place aright ; 

Wandering through the church-yard's gloom, 

Methought I reached a new-made tomb : 

Wide it was, and dark and deep, 

There shall I so soundly sleep ; 

They shall carry me with pain, 

Whence I ne'er shall go again : 



TO HER LOVER. 37 

Evening's shade shall softly dose 
O'er my long and deep repose ; 
Ceased at length the pausing knell, 
Every friend shall bid farewell, 
And, forsaking her they mourn, 
Slowly to their homes return ; 
While upon the lonely grave 
Winter winds unheeded rave. 



Absent friends may meet again, 
Future hours their bliss restore, 

Hope may soothe their parting pain,- 
But we part to meet no more. 



What avails the rose's bloom ? 

» 

Tis to wither o'er my tomb ; 

Or that rose-bud, ruby red, 

To deck the breast whence life has fled ? 
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A DANISH BALLAD. 



See Ohlenathlmgn'a Trauenpkl*. 
- Cm torn diatarb tiw dead r 



This ancient ballad is founded on a tradition, often referred to in the 
early Danish poetry, which supposes " that the grief of surviving affection 
disturbs the departed ;" and there is something very touching in the senti- 
ment urged as a motive for exerting fortitude and for restraining sorrow. 
This belief is probably common to the other northern nations, for it is 
alluded to in Mrs. Grant's " Essay on the Superstitions of the Highlands,'* 
and the instance she there gives of it is not very dissimilar to the one 
which is the subject of the following ballad. 



The warder's horn lias sounded, 
The castle gates unfold ; 

High on his stately courser, 
Glittering in arms and gold, 



ELRIC AND BL8EE. 39 

The young and noble Elric 

Is come to claim his bride, 
Returned from Paynim warfare 

With heart unchanged and tried. 



Serene in youthful beauty, 
The maid consenting smiled ; 

The white-rose wreaths were woven, 
And love each hour beguiled. 



Alas ! that death's chill venom 
Should lurk where roses bloom, 

That love and pleasure's earliest flowers 
Should wither in the tomb. 



Through summer bowers they wandered, 

The moon her soft light gave : 
When that full moon again returned, 
v It shone on Elric's grave. 



40 EX.RIC AND EL8EE. 



Heart-struck, in frantic anguish, 
The maid all comfort fled : 

Have tears and sighs the power 
To wake the buried dead ? 



Can aught of human sorrow 
Disturb their last cold sleep ? 

Oh ! cease, beloved Elsee ! 
Thy lover hears thee weep. 



Within his grave he stirs him, 

He bursts its portals dread, 
Slow through the midnight gloom he hies, 

With light and noiseless tread. 



ELBIC AND ELSEE. 41 

Lo ! at her chamber's portal 

The pale dead form is seen :— 
"Awake! beloved Elsee, 

" And let thy Elric in." 



From light and troubled slumber 
Starting the maiden rose ; 

" What voice, so loved, so precious, 
" Awakes me to my woes ? 



" I dare not look upon thee, 

" I dare not let thee in, 
" Until thou nam'st His holy name 

" Who died for us, and sin/' 



" —Oh, Elsee ! loved and cherished, 
" Why wilt thou still repine ! 

" Can aught of sorrow pierce thy heart 
" Which k not felt by mine ? 



42 ELRIC AND EL8EE- 

" Not e'en in death's chill slumber 
" Can my worn spirit rest, 

" While grief and hopeless anguish 
" Prey on that youthful breast. 



" When smiles and peace surround thee, 
" E'en in the grave's cold gloom, 

" Then freshest flowers, and roses sweet, 
" Around my pale head bloom : 
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But when thy tears, despairing, 
" In ceaseless showers are shed, 
Then drops of blood bathe my chill brow, 
" And o'er my limbs are spread. 



tt 



<t 



Hark ! through the night's still darkness, 
" The cock's shrill voice I hear ; 
It warns me to my narrow house, 
" Ere morn's first beams appear : 
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Yon stars with waning lustre 
" Before the dawn-light flee :— 
The grave is for the parted dead, 
" But light and life for thee !" 



His fleeting steps she followed, 
One star its pale light gave ; 

Its faint and trembling lustre 
Streamed o'er her lover's grave. 



" Here part the dead and living : 
" No more my steps pursue : 

" No farther may'st thou follow ! — 
" Adieu ! a last adieu !" 



He said ; she sank in silence, 
Her pale cheek prest the grave, 

And o'er its chilling verdure 
Her long damp tresses wave. 



44 ELRIC AND ELSEB. 

The morning-light returning 
Beamed on her snow-cold breast, 

No pulse its life-blood warming ; 
The maid had sunk to rest ! 
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UNDER A PICTURE OF CUPID SLEEPING. 



PROM THE GERMAN OF GOKTHB. 

Disturb him not ! he softly rests : 
Wake not the dreaming rosy boy ; 

Rather the rescued moments seize, 
And give to Wisdom's beat employ. 



So while the cradled infant sleeps 
The mother plies her distaff nigh ; 

Too soon the playful urchin wakes, 

And bida her peaceful labours fly. 
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IMITATED FROM THS 8PANI8H. 



' A U nmbrm <U mis eabrilos 
Mi quarido m aduralo." 



Free to the perfumed summer air 
My long loose tresses lightly played, 

While leaning on my shoulder fair 

My loved one slept beneath their shade. 

The vagrant ringlets, lightly curling, 
Swept o'er his cheek as zephyr blew : 

Can he forget the tranquil slumber ' 

Which then beneath their shade he knew ? 



THE RINGLETS. 47 

Can he forget the tender praises 

He lavished on their nut-brown pride, 

When mermaid-like they streamed around me 
And veiled me in their floating tide ? 



Can he forget the chastened pleasure 

With which I watched his slumbering eyes, 

While evening's cool and fragrant breezes 
Breathed round our couch their balmy sighs ! 



The whispered vows, the soft caresses, 
Which gave his willing soul to me, 

Which bound me to his love for ever, 
Can he forget ! — nor cease to be ? 
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If I wait the gran is my heuao I I altall make my bed in the darkness 

Job* chap. xrlL 

Than U no device or knowledge in the grave, whither thou haateneth. 

ITu I HI HIM, in 



" — Oh, weave for me some brighter bowers, 
Where care has never gloomed the day, 

And rear for me some fairer flowers, — 
My sweetest bad is torn away ! 



And twine for me of heavenly growth, 
Some wreath of bright immortal bloom, 

Unlike the frail and transient sweets 
That withered o'er my darling's tomb. 



THE COUGH OF REST. 49 

And bear me from this bdd of pain, 
To some soft couch of downy rest, 

Whose pillow ne'er was stained by tears, 
Or by grief's aching temples prest. 

And bid some bud of opiate power 
In balmy dews my temples steep, 

To still the throbbing pulse of care, 
And close these eyes, that wake to weep. 

Oh, haste ! — let love's, let friendship's hand 
The couch of ease and peace prepare : 

I'll rest beneath its curtained shade, 
Nor dream of pain or sorrow there." 

" —Deep o'er that low, that narrow bed, 
The shrouding folds of darkness fall, 

And calm and tranquil mayst thou sleep, 
Reclined beneath its shadowy pall. 

D 
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No voice of kindness there shall breathe, 
Or love's fond eye that gloom explore ; 

Or friendship lift that awful veil 
Or dare one trembling visit more. 

By all forsaken and forgot, 

Even those thou loved'st shall pass thee by ; 
Shall shuddering quit the gloomy spot, 

And heave for thee a distant sigh. 
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A NOBWBGIAN BALLAD. 



FBOM THB OK R VAN OF MULLBBt 



The Norse-King's fair-haired daughter 
Sits in her splendid bowers ; 

And dreams of love and sorrow 
Beguile her lonely hours. 



No joy from courtly revels 
The blue-eyed maid receives ; 

For him, the loved, the absent, 
A glittering scarf she weaves. 



52 THE SCARF. 

And dawn, and sun-set's radiance, 
The busy work beholds, 

And moonlight '8 dewy lustre 
Gleams on its glistening folds. 

Still o'er her loom she carolled — 
" Breathe soft ! ye vernal gales, 

" And swell with favouring breezes 
" My lover's lingering sails." 



Silver and sable tressure 
The silken tissue graced, 

And on its burnished border 
The maid her name had traced. 



While noble suitors round her 
In mail-clad splendour shine, 

Each youthful warrior whispered, 
" Oh i might that scarf be mine !' 



THE SCARF. 53 



Still o'er her loom she carolled, 
• " Flow soft ! thou summer sea ! 
" And bear on gentle billows 
" My heart's true love to me !" 



And autumn's roses round her 
Their fading fragrance strew, 

Yet still their ceaseless labour 
Her snowy hands pursue : 

As at her gilded lattice 

Her busy work she plies :— 

Torn by some sudden whirlwind, 
The rustling tissue flies. 

Amazed the maid beheld it 
To wafting winds a prey, 

And saw the spangled treasure 
Borne from her sight away. 



54 THE SCARP. 

Her drooping heart received it 

As ominous of ill ; 
Loud howled the rising tempest, 

The evening gales blew shrill : 

And screaming sea-gulls land-ward 
Their eager pinions ply ; 

She saw their snow-white plumage 
Glance through the darkening sky. 

Forth from her perfumed coffer 

A sable veil she drew, 
And o'er 'her shivering bosom 

The mourning mantle threw. 

Still on her couch she murmured, 
'* Rest ! rest ! thou stormy sea! 

" Nor let thy foam-white billows 
" Divide my love from me." • 



THE 8CARF. DO 

Three days and nights desponding 

In sable weeds she sate ; 
When hark ! the warder's clarion 

Peals from the lofty gate. 

A vassal's hasly summons 

Has scared the midnight's sleep ;— 
The King's fair fleet has perished,— r 
" Floats shipwrecked on the deep. 
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Wild o'er the lofty vessels 
" The driving tempests rave, 
And many a gallant warrior 
" Has found a watery grave. 



" And arms and treasures floating, 
" Bestrew the sea-beat shore, 
And many a youthful lover 
" Shall see his bride no more." 
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Pale in the pallid moonlight, 
The heart-struck maiden stands : 

" And what the garment, stranger ! 
" Which glitters in thy hands?" 



" A scarf: — the waves have steeped it ; 

" I brought it from yon shore,- 
" And he in life who prized it 

" Shall never heed it more : 



" A young and death-pale warrior 
" Had wrapped it round his breast, 

" And to his lifeless bosom, 

" The silken folds were prest."— 

" — Oh I base and cruel stranger 
" To rob the helpless clay, 

" How daredst thou from its master 
" Bear that loved pledge away ? 



THE SCARF. 57 



" Take back its useless treasure 
" To where his pale limbs rest, 

" And let it still enshroud him, 
" And to his heart be prest." 



" Haste ! haste ! his grave make ready ; 

" His bride prepared shall be : 
" Within that narrow chamber, 

" Leave ! leave a place for me !" 
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WRITTEN IV A YILLAOC CHURCHYARD, 

NBAR A GRAY* IN WHICH A CHILD AND HIS MOTHER HAD BMN 

8UCCR88IVRLY INTHRJUtD* 

«• In morte nan cUvisa." 

Whoe'er thou art, whose chance-directed tread 
Strays o'er these lonely mansions of the dead, 
Where no fond hand at morn has scatter'd flowers, 
And no loved friend has wept at evening hours, \ 
Mark, as thine eye this moss-grown stone surveys, 
One humble tomb that asks nor tear, nor praise ; 
Whose lowly tenant claims no passing sigh, 
Nor deemed it bliss to live, or grief to die : 
Calm on that hour with heaven-taught faith she 

smiled, 
And blest the hand which led her to her child ; 



WRITTEN IN A VILLAGE CHURCHYARD. 59 

Bade her in death his grave's lone quiet share, 
And granted love and grief's impassioned prayer. 



Unknown, forgot, contented thus to rest 
Ob the loved pillow of her darling's breast, 
She asks not kindred's sigh or friendship's tear, 
Or widowed love to bend in anguish here ; — 
She bids them fly: — resign the death-changed form 
To the grave's darkness, and its tenant worm ; 
Yield to the voice of nature unreproved, 
And shun in death whom best in life they loved. 
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STfje Darting. 



▲ KOMANCJB FROM TBI SPANISH. 



"Vete, amor! vete, 
Mira que amanesce." 



Stealing o'er the shades of night> 
Slowly dawns the rosy day, 

Speed, oh ! speed thy lingering flight, 
Rise, my love ! and haste away. 



Ours the dark, the silent hours, 

Night's cool shades, and shadows dun, 
Doomed to own a tyrant power, 
• Severed by the rising sun. 



THE PARTING. 61 

Leave, oh ! leave these circling arms, 

Not e'en love thy steps detain, 
Thus unseen mayst thou depart, 

Thus unknown return again. 

Not for us in pleasure's wreath 

Does the thornless rose appear, 
Doomed in swift reverse to prove 

Rapturous joy and chilling Bear. 

Burst the bonds of languid sleep !— 
Brighter flames the coming day 

O'er yon mountain's misty steep.-— 
Wake, my love I and haste away. 

When the sun from half-blown flowers 

Steals the dewy gems of morn, 
Then I weep a richer pearl, 

From my arms untimely torn. 



62 THE PABTINO. 

Veiled in clouds of purest white, 
Fair to all the new-born day ; 

But I mourn its dawning light,— 
Rise, my love ! and haste away. 

Busy footsteps wander nigh, 

Whispering voices murmur near : 

Save me, love ! — arise and fly, 
Swift dispel this chilling fear. 

Happier hours and lengthened bliss 
Shall love's treasured debt repay, 

Shall redeem this parting kiss... 
Haste, my love ! — away, away ! 
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PROM THE OSRMAN OF KIjOPSTOCK. 



" Wiederocben I O du liebenden wieder-achen." 



— To meet again ! oh ! blessed, happy thought ! 
Eyen in the grave to lay me down beside him, 
To mix my dust with that which while it lived 
Was dearest, loveliest, most precious to me, 
Even that were bliss I... but to behold his face, 
To see him brightening in celestial bloom, 
And radiant with immortality !... 
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Ctje lament. 



THE MOTHER LAMENTS THE LOSS OF HER CHILD. 



** I shall go to him, but he shall not return unto me." 

Samusl II. 



A wbary life is mine, my love, 

A weary life is mine, 
To miss thee wheresoe'er I rove, 

In endless grief to pine ; 
To feel each morn's returning ray, 

Each eve my tears renew ; 
And e'en my very dreams repeat 

Thy last, thy sad adieu, my child ! 
Thy last, thy sad adieu ! 



THE MOTHER LAMENT8, &C 65 

Oh ! when shall death- with gentle hand, 

This weary being close, 
And rest me in the humble spot, 

Where thy dear limbs repose ? 
I must "cast off this mortal veil, 

Victor o'er death and pain; 
I must pass through the grave's dark gates, 
Ere we two meet again, my child ! 

Ere we two meet again ! 



Mine be a wreath of funeral flowers, 

The sickly-scented rue, 
The rosemary of pallid bloom, 

Meet herb o'er graves to strew : 
The buds of spring, the rose of May, 

Far from my couch remove, 
Nor bid me view their beauty bloom 

When passed is all I love ! 



66 THE MOTHER LAMENTS 

Faint beats my heart, low throbs my pulse, 

Soon shall that throb be o'er ; 
And faint and slow the current glides, 

Which soon shall flow no more. 
Is it thy spirit hovering o'er, 

That whispers hope and peace ? 
That bids the trembling doubts and fears 

Of anxious nature cease? 



Fair wert thou in thy living hour, 

And bright thy soft cheek's rose, 
But fairer yet thy sainted form 

That blesses my repose : 
The angel-shade which bending o'er 

My couch of pain I see, 
Which, smiling, bids me weep no more, 

But rise, and follow thee ! 



THE LOSS OF HER CHILD. 67 

The wintry gale sighs round my bower, 

Cold beats the heavy rain, 
And slow returns each weary hour, 

Till we two meet again : 
Not such the swift-winged hours of eve, 

WJiich here with thee I knew, 
When yon hearth's gay blaze warmed thy 
glowing cheek, 

And shone in thine eyes so blue ! 



Again its reddening beam illumes 

Thy couch, so dear to me ; 
And the b'ght shines bright on thy vacant seat, 
Which ne'er shall shine on thee, my child ! 

It ne'er shall shine on thee. 
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A FRAGMENT. 



IMITATED FROM THB ITALIAN OF LU1GI TAN6ILLO. 



The shepherd Filauto, overcome with grief for the lots of his bride, 
enters a forest with the resolution of destroying himself ; his purpose is 
arrested by a voice from a tree. 



THB VOICE. 

Stay thy rash deed ! nor thus with impious hand, 
The appointed purpose of high Heav'n oppose : 
Stay thy rash deed ! 'tis Heaven commands thee, 

stay ! 
Nor with the stain of guilty blood profane, 
My tender shrubs and love-devoted flowers. 



filauto. 
What spirit's voice, thus bursting from the tree, 
Bids me prolong a life I seek to close ? 



THE INVISIBLE SPIRIT. 69 

THE VOICE. 

Hold ! suffering wretch ! for better, happier hours, 
For days of peace, kind Heaven commands thee 

live : 
Yield and obey ; — so shall my voice unfold 
Such joys, such wonders as thy softened heart 
Shall with fresh life and new-born transport 

hear. 



PILAUTO. 

Transport and joy for me live not on earth ; 
When through the gloomy gates of death I've 

passed, 
Their new-born sounds may welcome me to heaven. 
But can it be that in this cold damp bark 
A mortal voice, a human spirit dwells ? 
Or does some fiend mock my despairing soul, 
And bid me live, yet deeper pangs to know ? 



70 THE INVISIBLE SPIRIT. 

Or art thou of the Sylvan deities, 
Such as, erewhile, in lone Egerian Grot, 
Breathed her sweet counsels on Pompilius' ear ? 
Oh ! Goddess, if thou art, or Driad Nymph, 
If thou would'st still that in immortal green 
Thy tree should spread to heaven its favoured 

shoots, 
Safe from the woodman's axe, the wintry shower, 
Or blasting lightning that with livid fire 
Might blight its buds and living green deform, — 
That still beneath its screen labour should rest 
And love and friendship meet within its shade,— 
Oh ! let it now a last retreat afford 
To one, who asks of all that earth can yield, 
But a small space — a shelter, and a tomb. 



THE VOICE. 

No wandering fiend, no woodland deity 



THE INVISIBLE SPIRIT. 71 

Am I : does then thy soul forget the maid 
Adored in life, in death ^eloved too well ? 
Does grief, does madness shroud thy smothered 

sense, 
That not thine ear her well-known voice recalls, 
Erewhile in life so grateful to thy soul ? 



FILAUTO. 

'Tis she herself ! — Oh ! my awakening heart ! 
My life ! my bride ! my loved, my mourned one, 

speak ! 
Speak ! show thyself ! and let my eager eyes 
Drink at the long closed fount of love and joy ! 



THE VOICE. 

It must not be : unto thine ear alone 
Conviction is vouchsafed ; nor sight, nor touch, 
May to thy sense a further proof convey. 



72 THE INVISIBLE SPIRIT. 

FILAUTO. 

Am I awake ? or do I sleep entranced 
In bliss profound ? — eternal be my dream ! 
But say, sweet Spirit ! does thy 



This passage is taken from ah Eclogue of Luigi Tansillo, the author 
of the poem called La Balia ; the " The Nurse" which has been so beauti- 
fully translated by Mr. Roscoe. 
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G1)t Bibovte; 

OR THE WIFE OF HASSAN AGAf 

AN ILLYRIAN BALLAD. 
FROM THB OKRMAN OF OOKTHS. 

What glistening white thro' the dark shadowy 
woods 
Reflects the earliest sunbeam's rosy ray ? 
Is it the wintry snow that lingers still, 

Or snow-white swans that there their wings 
display ? 

The wintry snow has past in streams away, 
The swan far south her glittering pinion dies ; 

It is the gleam of Hassan Aga's tents : 

Suffering and faint 'tis there he wounded lies. 



74 THE DIVORCE. 



With duteous care to tend his couch of pain 
His mother and his sisters hastening come ; 

But she who loves him best, his timid bride, 
Waits his commands, and weeps and sighs at 
home. 



Soon as returning health had tinged his cheek, 
The indignant scroll he bade his slaves unfold ; 

" Wait me no longer in my father's halls, 
Nor ever more thy slighted Lord behold." 



Heart-struck she heard, while from her polished 

* • . •■ 

cheek, 

Bfrrosy hues of health and freshness fade ; 

O'er her fair limbs cold chilling tremors steal, 

And dewy mists her full dark eyes o'ershade. 



THE DIVORCE. 75 

When, hark ! loud echoing thro' the marble courts, 
The courser's hoofs ; the gates are open riven : 

Breathless she flies to meet her angry lord, 
To clasp his knees — to weep— to be forgiven. 

" Ah ! not our father comes to cheer thy heart ; 

(Her hapless children disappointed cry ;) 
It is thy brother Ibrahim who arrives, 

With sullen mein and anger in his eye." 

_____ * 

Weeping, she sunk into her brother's arms : 
"Oh, Ibrahim ! see and share thy sister's grief: 

Dismissed, divorced, the mother of these babes, 
—Say, is it thine to bring some blest relief?" 

Silent and sullen he beheld her tears, 

And from the crimson silk unfolding drew 

The finished proof of Hassan Aga's wrath, 
And held the fatal parchment to her view : 



76 THE DIVOBCB. 

" Despise the wretch, who thus, without a cause, 
Can worth and beauty from his couch remove ; 

Come unreluctant to thy father's halls, 
And form a happier tie, and seek a newer lore/ 



She turned, and on her children speechless gaz'd ; 

She kissed their rosy cheeks which tears bedew; 
But, of the helpless suckling at her breast, 

In vain she strove to take a last adieu. 

Around her neck it twined its clasping hands ; 

Its cherub smiles a mother's cares implore ? 
Stern Ibrahim snatched it from her trembling arms, 

And bore her fainting thro' the closing door. 

Too soon arriving at her father's towers, 

In mourning weeds she seeks her charms to hide; 

But' thro' the shadowy veil her beauty shone, 
And wealthy lovers wooed her for their fcridp. 



THE DIVORCB. 77 

Bagdad's rich Cadi seeks her for his own ; - 
Weeping she strove her brother's soul to more : 

" Not to another give this grief- worn form, 
Or deem this heart can know a second love. 

Dear, tho' unjust ; beloved, tho' unkind ; 

Still all my hopes and joys with Hassan rest. 
No mortal force can break the tie which binds 

My children's father to this sorrowing breast. 
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Say, canst thou think my soul forgets the bliss 
" That once with him in happier hours I knew ? 
That, ever perjured to another lord, 
" I'd give the faith I ne'er from him withdrew?" 



Unmoved he heard ; he gave her shrinking hand ; 
Yet one last boon her timid lips implore : 
Say to the Cadi, that his sorrowing bride, 
" Whose silent tears in vain her lot deplore, 
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Close, veiled, and hid from every curious .eye, * 
**" Entreats, that, when the bridal pomp appears, 
She may not view again her former home, 
" She may not see her orphan children's tears*" 



The Cadi heard — the humble wish obeyed ; 

And, pleased to shroud her from the vulgar 
view, 
O'er the fair form and features of his bride, 

The rich-embroidered crimson veil he threw. 



Minstrels and guards in gay procession come ; 

Proud of their state, the rich- decked coursers 
move; 
Atifr now the bridal pomp has reached the dome, 

Once the dear home of Hassan and of love ; 



THE DIVORCE. 79 

Her children saw, and, vain her slight disguise : 
" Our mother comes ! oh, haste ! the ftast 
prepare ! 

" Wherefore, unkind, hast thou delayed so long? 
" Why left us sorrowinj^lo a stranger's care ?" 



She heard ; and turning to her glittering train, 
" Halt here (she said) before this mucfcJteved 
door; 
" The bridal gifts here let my children share : 
" Here let me weep and bless my babes once 
more." 



The guards obeyed ; the costly gifts she gave. 

The gold- wrought spurs one smiling boy possest ; 
And the gay robes, rich veils, and chains of pearl, 

With equal joy his rosy sisters blest. 
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E'en o'er the cradled babe her trembling hand 
The embroidered shawls and costly coverings 

threw ; 
Sweet cherub ! smil'st thou on thy mother's tears, 

f 

" Unconscious that they speak a last adieu !" 
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Unseen had Hassan gazed, and stern he spoke ; 
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Cease, my beloved babes, to urge your tender 
claims, 
" Your mother's heart no longer beats for you ; 
" No trace of all her tenderness remains. 



" Forgetful of our former loves— of you ; 

" A second flame alone her bosom warms ; 
" Qh 1 cease, forsaken ones, to urge her stay ; 

" Return to your deserted father's arms." 



THE DIVORCE. 81 

Trembling and pale, the keen reproach she heard ; 

And as the children from her arms retired, 
Her breaking heart, escaping, burst its bonds : 

She sunk ; and, shivering, with a sigh expired ! 

2L 



" In oar road to the English head-quarters, from the convent of the 
Propagandists, we met a marriage procession. First came a person bearing 
a box, looking like that kind of shew which is carried about in the streets 
at London, covered with gilding and ornaments : the use of this «• eould 
not learn. It contained, probably, the bridal presents. Next followed 
two boys, superbly dressed, and mounted on very fine horses richly 
caparisoned. ■» Two grooms were in attendance upon each of these 
horses. Then followed a great number of men on foot. After these 
came the bride, beneath a canopy supported by four men, and pre* 
ceded by a female attendant, who, as she walked, continued to fan her 
with one of the semicircular fans of the country, made of differently- ' 
coloured feathers. The bride was entirely covered by a veil of scarlet 
crape, spangled from head to foot ; she was supported on each side by a 
female, veiled according to the common custom of the country. Then 
followed a band of musicians, playing upon hautboys and tambourines. 
Alter the musicians came a party of Almehs, screaming the Allelulia, as 
before described. The procession closed with a concourse of people of all 
descriptions."— Dr. Clarke's Travels, 
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'* Vedila in sogno." — Filicaja. 

When sickness bowed my drooping head, 
And death's pale shades were o'er me spread, 
I saw her ; — by my couch of sleep 
I heard a soft sigh breathing deep : 
Faint gleaming through the silent room, 
The night-lamp scarce dispelled the gloom, 
When lo ! her form its light revealed, 
By death's chill veil so long concealed. 



Still o'er that fair but wasted face 
Did loveliness maintain its place ; 
That youthful, slight and fragile form 
Seemed bending from the midnight storm, 
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And o'er her bosom's scarce-seen swell, 
The long dark tresses loosely fell. 
One shadowy hand upon her breast 
The dimly floating grave-clothes prest, 
And one was raised in act to speak ;— 
Pale, pale, was that once glowing cheek, 
And from those dark and shaded eyes 
No more their wonted lustres rise. 



Oh ! loved and lost ! — my own in vain, 
And art thou given me thus again ? 
And shall the hour of death renew 
The bliss which once in life we knew ? 
Com'st ihou, sweet saint ! so still and fair 4 , 
Through dewy clouds and midnight air, 
To guide my footsteps through the gloom, 
And lead me to our kindred's tomb ?— 
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Mine be thy place of lowly rest, 
The turf upon thy dear cheek prest, 
♦- The sacred dust which sleeps around, 
Hallowing the more than holy ground, 
And mine that slumber of the tomb, 
Which lulls thee, till thy hour of doom : 
But who may hope the lot to share 
Which angels shall to thee declare ? 
Oh f who may hope to reach that heaven, 
To thy tried faith and meekness given ? 
Seraphs around thy humble shrine, 
Shall wake thee with their hymns divine, 
And pleased to crown the modest worth 
They watched over, while yet on earth, 
Present at the Eternal Throne 
A purity so like their own. 
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IMITATJD FROM THB GKRMAN OF GOSTHC. 

" Trocknet nicht ! trocknet nicht I 
** Thrftnen der ewigen Hebe !" 

Flow still, ye tears of sorrow ! 

Tears of eternal love ; 
No gay returning morrow 

Shall e'er my grief remove. 

Alas ! viewed by that dim desponding eye, 
From which despair, not patience, dries the tear, 

How dead, how drear, how silent, how forsaken, 
Does the wide desert world appear ! 

Flow, flow ye tears of sorrow, 

Tears of eternal love, 
No gay bright-beaming morrow 

Shall e'er my grief remove ! 
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IBpttapt) on a <&t)iva. 



" Being dead, still speaketh." 

Hbbbkws. 



Weep not, that in the dreary tomb 

Ere manhood's bud, in childhood's bloom, 

Forlorn and dark I lie ; — 
Weep not— o'er early-fading flowers 
Doth summer shed her balmiest showers, 
And soft and clear their transient hours. 

That ere their winter, die. 

The glow of love, the smile of truth, 
The bounding pulse of health and youth, 
Childhood's wild glee, and bliss sincere, 
Its rapturous hope, its transient tear, 
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To me in life were given : 
Mother ! restrain that bursting grief 
Which vainly seeks on earth relief, 
Assured, who in the grave recline, 
With spotless innocence like mine, 
May fearless wait the Archangel's sign, 

And sleep— to wake in heaven. 
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tune* 



WRITTEN ON A FIELD OP BATTLB, N8AR THB SKA COAST* IN AFRICA, 
WHIRS THB SPANIARDS HAD BB8N DBFBATBD BY THB MOORS. 



FROM THB SPANISH.— H8RRBRA, SONBTO CI. 

Barbaric land ! that in thy clay-cold breast 
Wrapped'st the dread relics of the slaughtered 
brave, 

When Freedom bowed to earth her towering crest, 
And Valour stretched in vain her shield to save. 



Hark ! as the wild winds sigh amid thy woods 
From their high oaks clashes the trophied mail ; 

O'er the rank grass the blood-stained corslet gleams, 
And mouldering pennons tremble in the gale. 
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(Oh, not till Death had quenched the hero's fire 
Were those good swords, those Well-tried shields 
laid low, 

Not till the nerveless arm confest his power, 
Doomed the proud triumph of a barbarous foe.) 



And thou, oh Sea ! whose green clear waves were 
stained 

With noble blood, on high thy billows swell ; 
And while according winds join their deep notes, 

Breath round their echoing shores this last 

» 

farewell. 



tt 



« 



Spirits of glory ! Warriors of the West ! 
" Your warfare o'er, depart in peace to heav'n ; 
The tears of Spain, the blessings of your race, 
•" (Valour's heroic meed,) to you be given I" 
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FROM THK OBRMAN OF OOBTHB. 



" Whose yon grave, where rose and myrtle, 
" Bays and ivy, blossom round ? 
Where the glossy laurel towers, 

By the vine's rich clusters crowned ? 



<( 



(t 



u There at eve the red-breast warbles, 
" There the ring-dove loves to mourn ; 

" There the grasshopper'*; gay carol 

" Earliest greets the spring's return."— 



— " Low beneath yon hill of fragrance. 

" Loved and mourned, Anacreon lies ; 
" Sweet the flowers that deck his pillow, 

" Soft the sleep that seals his eyes. 
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" Summer's, Spring's, and Autumn's treasures, 
" Each the laughing Poet crowned ; 

"^Shelter from stern Winter's rigours 
" In this calm retreat he found." 
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Faustina jfttarattt to firr tubal* 4 



«« 



IMITATED FROM TBS ITALIAN. 



Donna ! che tanto al mio bel sol piacesti." 



Thou I who too long in soft and rosy chains 
Held'st the dear object of my heart's best care ; 
Whose angel smile he still delights to praise, 
Whose long loose tresses he still deems so fair ; 
Say, did thy syren tongue's seducing strains 
His wrapt attention ever fail to move ? 
Did e'er those eyes on his their radiance bend, 
Nor met responsive tenderness and love ! 
From that fair face could he avert his gaze, 
To those soft accents turn a listless ear ? 

* Faustina Maratti was the daughter of the celebrated painter, Carlo 
Maratti, and wife of the poet Giambattista Zappi. 



FAUSTINA MARATTI TO H£B RIVAL. 93 

—Ah no ! in me alone his cold disdain 
Wakes the unheeded sigh, the unpitied tear. 
But why that rosy blush, that downcast eye, 
Those soft emotions which my fears fulfil ? 
Speak ! answer ! speak ! — nay, answer not, — 

forbear : 
Oh ! tell me not the false one loves thee still. 
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inbotatttm. 



IMITATED FROM THK SPANISH OF OAB8ILASO OS LA VBOA 



" O hijo de mi alma 
Pozque de me te olvidas ! M 



-—Child of my soul ! 

Awhile neglectful of thy mother's woe, 

Say, does thy seraph tongue forget to plead 

At the High Throne to speed the lingering hours 

When, casting off elate this veil of flesh, 

I may burst through the gloomy gates of death, 

And rush to life, to liberty, and thee ?— 

With thee to wander through celestial fields, 

With thee to nurse and tend unfading flowers ; 

Led by thy hand, by living founts to stray, 
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Through bowers of peace, and vallies whose calm 

shades 
Have ne'er, like these, echoed the sounds of woe. 
Still to be near thee ; still my eager gaze 
Insatiate on thy cherub face to pour ; 
And while the tide of rapture swells my heart 
Entranced, to hear some angel's voice pronounce 
" Absence nor death shall ever part ye more !" 
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€f)e Parting 

OF THE CID RODRIGO AND XIMENA. 

FROM BBYBRAL ANCLBNT SPANISH BALLADS. 

" La noble Ximena Gomes 
" Hija del conde Lozano, 
" Con el Cid marido suyo 
" Sobre mesa ettava hablando." 

" Triste, quexosa y corrida 
•« Viendole tomar el espada 
" Con lagrimas y saspiros 
"Lediceaquestaspalabras*'**** ' 

The glittering wine-cups graced the stately banquet, 
Rodrigo sate beside his new-made bride, 
Soon, soon to quit her, 'midst the plains of slaughter, 
Again to quell the Moorish rebels' pride* 

Her mild eyes fixed in steady gaze upon him, 
Each well-known feature on her heart imprest ; 
Till startling tears obscured the much-loved object ; 
She turned and wept, and thus her grief exprest:— 
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Say ! dm thy heart which still to mine responded, 
Its dearest hopes, its short-lired joys forego? 
How can'st thou risk a life to me so precious, 
And rush, oh ! wildly rush to meet the foe? 

Thrice blest, thrice happy is the lowly damsel* 
Who never mourned the ills -which war ctejutes, 
Ne'er felt the fetter* which high birth imposes, 
Or knew the sorrow which on rank awaits ; 

Whose hopes and fears, whose wishes and affectionst 
Are bounded by her humble cottage- walls ; 
Who while she clasps her husband and her infant, 
Sighs not for gilded roofs or splendid halls* 

• TtfaaVTimli In flu im roilrwim 
" Que can le mejor que can puede ! 
** Y d l e ho w en extremo la aldeana, 
** Puea non ay quien de su Wen U deshereda." 

t '• Pica* que todo el mundo etta en tu mldea 
'* Ydefctxo un pajiao y pobreteebo 
" De dondos paladof no »a etna : 
" Que no contista en oi* el rartura. 
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Secure she sleeps ; till dawn serene returning 
Through latticed porch or vine- wreathed casement 

beams; 
No trumpet's voice awakes her soul to mourning, 
Or from her pillow scares its love-blest dreams. 

Tranquil she sleeps, save when her cradled infant* 
Bids her for sweeter cares resign her rest, 
Cheerful she starts to hear the well-known sum- 

mons, 
And clasps the cherub to her milky breast. 

How blest her heart to mark his eager transport, 
To watch his glowing cheek, his half-closed eye, 
List his sweet tones of murmuring contentment, 
And lost in sleep, his last soft-breathing sigh. 

. * " No k> despiertan suenos de peka 
" Sino el sediento lujuelo por el pecho; 
" Con daroele y brincarle w recrea 
" Dexandole darmido y Mtitfechp." 
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No bliss so pure our folds of costliest satin, 
Veil from the mid-day sun's intrusive ray: 
Ours but a dream of bliss, a smiling phantom, 
At honour's thrilling voice to fade away ! 



Tho' early dawn to daily toil awaken 
The artless partner of her joy and care, 
Returning eve restores the faithful goat-herd 
The humble meal and lowly couch to share. 



The sabbath bell to early mattins wakes her,* 
Joyful she hastes to join the village train, 
With silver brooch, and cross, and beads of coral, 
The gayest, happiest peasant of the plain. 



* ".Viene el disanto muda se camfca 
" Y la aaya de boda alegremente, 
" Corales y patena por diviaa 
" De goto y libertad que el alma riente." 
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The child's saint*, the rusticneighbour/a gnsatfog,* 
Her father's blessing too* with jay she hews ; 
No early grief consigns her youth to weepings 
Or bids her lonely beauty fade, in tears; 



Oh ! that my fate- to such- a lot* had* ealltitd .me, 
That with my love I might snob safety know ! 
Nor weep- the anguish of this- parting moment, 
Nor shudder at anticipated woe !" 



— Pensire upon his sword> Rodrigo leaning, 
Beheld and shajced the grief bk pride suppreett; 
Subdued at length to tears* the stately warrior 
Pressed th»&ir mourner to his- neWe breaafc 



• " Vas*«* *>!«■> yndem gen y **»» 
«' A la v rnh m encnantra, o al pari«ata, 
" De cuyaimdae ptettea*s*gM»> 
••Vw«Mtde^ej€ 



« 



4H> maDRIBO AND XIMBMA. I0d 



Cease ! coa» Ay plarata, my loved, my ow* 



Heir hod dry father <o'er such weakness tnmmatSLl 
Say, conM Lozano's daughter brock dishonour? 
Or love the soldier whom his country scorned ? 



My kusg demands my Arm, my country calls 
Their wdl-&newn chief toy gallant soldiers claim ; 
Soon shall the haughty Moors confess our prowess. 
Their glittering ranks ensanguined strew the 
plain. 



Clasped in thy arms, or pillowed by thy bosom, 
Not e'en -thy charms now soothe my soul to rest; 
In starting dreams I hear the battle's tumult,* 
Or strain the conquered standard to my breast. 



* " En suenos gime y forceja 
" Que cuMa qu» «t» UdtaMto." 
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Sudden 'tis hushed—- our victory decided — 
Shrouded in night the dead and dying lie ; 
Mute in the dust the voice that breathed defiance, 
And closed in death the terror-darting eye : 



On fancy's ear the peal of triumph swelling, 
The trophied pomp, the bannered train I see ; 
The laurel-wreath again my temples shading, 
I clasp each bliss and hail my meed, in thee ! 



Soon, soon my love ! shall heavenly peace, 

returning, 
Our lost repose, our past delights restore. 
From thee and Spain chase pale regret and 

mourning, 
And war and slaughter vex the land no more : 
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How will thy heart then these fond fears despising, 
My triumphs lighten and my glories share ; 
Recall, with joy recall this hour of anguish, 
And bless the saints who heard thy soul-breathed 
prayer. 
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BBS YOUNG'S NIGHT THOUGHTS. 

She died ; — and o'er her lonely tomb 
No hand was seen to scatter flowers ; 
No requiem breathed along the gloom, 
Save some lorn bird's, at twilight hours. 



Her lowly couch of buried rest 
I might not, could not brook to see ; 
Or tread upon the turf which prest 
The form on earth most dear to me. 
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€$* tifiroim tfftatit* 



IMITATRD PROM THE GERMAN OP GOETHK. 



(The poet addressee a gold chain, the gift of hfci mbtreu.} 



Bblovbd memorial of departed pleasure, 
Still prized, still cherished, on my bosom rest : 
Thy fragile links outlast the bonds which fettered 
My heart's loved mistress to this faithful breast. 



Forlorn, forgot ; by heaven and her neglected, 
Par from my home, from peace, from hope I stray; 
But still thy spell hangs o'er my throbbing bosom, 
And still thy sight recalls love's fleeting day. 
f 2 
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So the poor bird, who long has pined a captive,* 
If chance his slender chain at length is torn, 
To native hills, to well-known fields and fountains, 
Wings with impeded flight his late return : 



Still, still he drags the galling chain behind him, 
His songs of mirth, his hours of bliss are o'er ; 
— Ah ! native hills ! oh ! well-known fields and 

fountains, 
Ye soothe the care-worn fugitive no more ! 



* This alludes to the German custom of confining a bird, not in a cage, 
but by a slight chain affixed to a perch. 



107 



anticipation &tib Utalitv, 



OR THE SPRINO AND SUMMER OF 181' 



*' Aestatem increpitans seram, zephyrosque morantes." 

-° Chiding the slow summer, and accusing the loitering zephyrs." 

Virgil. 



" Spring ! with thy charms, prythee come ! 

" I long for thy gay sunny hours ; 

" Clothe the thick woods round ray home, 

" And hid me revive with thy flowers : 

" Borne on thy fresh blowing breeze, 

" The blessing of heaven descends". ... 

Bloomfibld. 



— *Shb came ! with soft clear foliage hung the 

bowers, 
Breathed on the buds, and waked the slumbering 

flowers; 
Wan snowdrops hung their pale cold florets round, 
And primrose buds and violets strewed the ground, 
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Her bursting gems the scented lilac reared, 
Laburnum's pendent golden wreaths appeared, 
While Hope's toft radiance o'er eaA morrow 

shone. 
That love and peace had hallowed for their own. 



u 



Wake from thy wintry sleep !" I cried, €€ oh 

rose! 
Pride of the year, awake ! thy charms disclose ; 
A brighter wreath let summer's hand prepare, 
A richer fragrance cloud the sultry air : 
Ye jasmines, breathe ! night-scented woodbines 

tower 
In gay luxuriance o'er my summer bower ; 
Carnations ! spread your spicy incense round* 
And with your richest hues inlay the ground ; 
Each balmy shrub, each musky bud prepare 
To deck the favourite spot that claims my care*** 
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Theycame !...... and Summer wove her glowing 

wreath, 

And showered her fragrance, .o'er his bed of 

death. 



O'er the pale form, and through the death-still 
room, 

Night-scented woodbines poured their rich per- 
fume; 

Soft on the sighing night-winds breath it stole, 

And woke to keener agony my soul. 

Through that dread night the cuckoo's plaintive 
moan 

Pained my dull ear, scarce conscious of its tone, 

And birds with joyous warblings hailed the 
morn 

In which my soul to misery was bom. 
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-—Wide round that once-loved spot, that summer 

bower, 
Towered each gay shrub and glowed each favourite 

flower ; 
While sickening anguish viewed their opening 

bloom, 
Bedewed with tears, and wrapped in death's chill 

gloom, 
And deemed each sweet luxuriant nature gave, 
Rose but to wither o'er his timeless grave. 



Oh darling child ! beloved and wept in vain, 
Destined to thrill my heart with joy and pain, 
To bid my breast each varied feeling prove, 
Of pride and anguish, hope, despair and love, 
Once more, farewell!... and buried with thee, rest 
Each high vain hope that heaved thy mother's 
breast, 
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Visions of bliss to soothe our day-dreams given, 
Dissolved on earth — but realized in heaven ! 



Oh ! lost to me in vain I search around, 

Or weeping gaze o'er all the well-known ground ; 
No more thy garden's toils employ thy care, 
Or once-loved flowers thy evening labours share ; 
Scattered around the rake, the hoe, remain, 
But their dear master there I seek in vain : 
Laden with fruits, and crowned with wreaths of 

vine, 
Like some bright being of a happier clime, 
He hides not, playful, 'midst those tufted bowers; 
His fair face beams not through their clustering 

flowers ; 
In vain I seek him in the accustomed room, 
All there is silence, solitude and gloom : 
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The casements closed, his favourite birds in vain 
Wait from his hand the crumbs or scattered grain. 
With drooping wing and anxious note repine, 
And by their artless mourning, heighten mine ; 
He comes no more the light repast to share, 
Soft at my feet to breathe his evening prayer; 
With me to ply his task at noon-tide hours, 
With me to tend at eve the drooping flowers, 
To bid each day my petty sorrows cease, 
And form at night my dream of hope and peace, 
He's gonel he's gone !..*... Oh I ask not, how or 

where, 
'Tis death to speak ; — 'tis agony to hear. 



'Fade! ye frail flowers, memorial of his 

doom; 
Le^s fair, less sweet, sink to your wintry tomb I 



r 

to 
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— Lo ! from my wreath is fallen the living rose, 
With paler hues each neighbouring floret glows, 
The chaplet fades ! — its bloom, its freshness o'er, 
It glads my sight, it cheers my heart no more. 



No more at night, soft gliding to his room, 
I watch in sleep his fair cheek's heightened bloom, 
Or fondly gazing, bid his father trace 
The softened beauty of his lovely face : 
Bend o'er his couch with mingled pride and joy, 
And breathe a blessing o'er my darling boy, 
Smooth the warm folds, the pillow place with 

care, 
And mark the pictured volume treasured there, 
Some tale of arms that bade his heart beat high, 
And woke the living lustre in his eye, 
Or mournful ballad of forgotten years, 
That claimed the ready tribute of his tears. 
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Ah ! what availed that fair cheek's living glow, 
The lip of roses, or that neck of snow ; 
The bright hair tinged as by the morning's beam, 
The eye Clue sparkling, like the moonlight stream : 
The rapid glance with kindling genius fraught, 
The fair arched brow shaded by pensive thought ; 
The blended beauty of that cherub face, 
Its angel dignity, its infant grace ; 
The smile that beamed of heaven — that spoke of 

bliss 
Too high, too pure, for such a world as this !— 

Oh ! early rescued from misfortune's power, 

Shielded e'er sin could blight, or sorrow lour, 
The angel's palm, the seraph's wreath are thine, 
And grief and disappointment, only mine." 



— Hope heard abashed; she veiled her radiant 
head, 
On drooping wings to brighter worlds she fled, 
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In Eden's green unfading bowers retired, 
Her torch extinct at heaven's pure altar fired, 
And as its kindling radiance gilt the gloom, 
And streamed along the pathway to the tomb, 
Her seraph voice low whispered to despair, 
View there thy home of bliss ! lo ! peace and rest 
are there. 



There shall the suffering heart forget to weep, 
And soft the mother by her infant sleep ; 
And as ere while in sweet and tranquil rest 
He hushed his earliest sorrows on her breast, 
Stilled his low sobs, and safe till dawn of day 
Slept in her arms, and dreamt his cares away, 
A deeper silence, and a dread repose 
Shall lull to peace the feeling of her woes, 
Shall seal in welcome sleep those tear-worn eyes, 
Till the long night is past, — and the last morning 
rise. 
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8$* ©raaatitfr's ttrttroi. 

A XBADITIOV Or TBB BHINB.* 
A FBAGMnrT.— -IMITATED WM>« BGBIZ.LVB. 

" Sib knight/' she said, " a sister's love 
Is all I feel for you, 
Seek then from some fairer maid, 
A heart more warm and true. 



Not ours the rapid conscious glance, 
Exchanging hope or fear : 
The grief which trembles in your eye 
Wakes not in mine the tear. 

* " We patted by the ruin* of the convent of Nonnentwerth, and t*w 
the remains of the cattle of Rolandseck among the cliflfc."— 

JT& Journal •/ a Tmr •» the BMtu. 



VH3B. dWJSAMB'fr BSTUBN. 117 

No warm blush ldndles o'er my cheek 
When first you meet my view; 
No soft sigh rises in my breast 
When sad you bid adieu. 

Some fairer maid in happier hour 
With answering lore shall burn ; 
Then cease to woo this slumbering heart 
Which owns no soft 1 return." 



—Silent he heard the cold decree 
Which bade his bosom bleed ; 
A moment clasped her to his heart, 
Then vaulted on his stead. 

—"Away! away! to the Holy 6m*eJ"- 
—He called his martial band; 
He bonndithe redMjross on his breast; 
And forsook His native land. 
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And soon against the Paynim foes 
He wields his lance so keen, 
And ever amidst their thickest ranks 
His helm's white plume is seen : 

Till at the youthful hero's name 

A shuddering fear they feel : 

But still in his heart bled the secret wound, 

Glory nor time could heal. 

—Mid loud alarms and secret griefs 
A year had passed away : 
Silent he leaves the echoing camp, 
He bends his homeward way. 

And now on Joppa's sacred strand 
White gleams the swelling sail ; 
And now he hails his native land, 
He breathes his native gale. 
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And to his castle's lofty gates 

In pilgrim weeds lie hies, 

And with trembling lip the question frames 

His faultering tongue denies. 



At. length the unconscious menial's ear 

His master's words have caught. 

— " The Lady Emma ! does she live ?- 



— u She lives," he said, but wears the veil, 
She is the bride of heaven, # 

Yesternight at the holy shrine 
Her faith to God was given. 



O'er that fair face and angel form 
The shrouding veil was thrown, 
And those shorn curls of amber hair 
Rest on the altar's stone.' 



»» 
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He laid his plumed helm aside. 
He cast his shield away, 
And for the warrior's mail exchanged 
The hermit's amice grey. 



* 



Where never arm shall wield it more, 
His sword to rest was laid ; 
Bat one fond tear of last regret 
Dropped on its glittering blade. 



— ." Farewell !" he said, "my gallant steed, 
Farewell ! my noble bay ! 
No warrior's hand shall curb thee more, 
Or guide thee 'midst the fray : 



Go ! wander free ;— unworn by toil 
Thy future days shall flow ; 
Amid thy native fields enjoy 
That peace I ne'er shall know." 
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-—Where lime-trees shed a fragrant shade, 
Her convent towers appear ; 
And reared by his own knightly hand, 
His humble cell is near. 

From glowing dawn to fading eve 
He watched that latticed pane, 
Of that fair face and graceful form 
One transient glance to gain. 
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* Htwnpttott 

ON THE TOMB OF MADAME LANGHANS 

AT HINDRLRAXK, NKAR SERNR. 
FROM THK GERMAN OF HALLER. 

This celebrated monument represents her as ascending through the 
newly opening grave* bearing in her arms the infant whose birth occasioned 
her death. 

— "Hark ! — through the gloom the archangel's 

trumpet speaks ! 
Child of my anguish ! from thy slumbers rise : 
Thy Saviour's voice the grave's dread silence 

breaks, 
And bids thee seek with me thy native skies." 
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FROM THK OBBMAN OF GK88NKR. 



FIRST ZEPHYR. 

Ah ! cease, amid that rosy bower 
To bathe thy shadowy wings in dew, 
But bend with me thy airy flight, 
And pleasures sweet as mine, pursue. 



In yonder cool sequestered valley 
The nymphs now bathe in crystal streams, 
While fairer through the sparkling waters 
Each sweet, each softened beauty gleams. 
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8EC0ND ZEPHYR. 



Swift spread thy light, thy shadowy pinions, 
And swift thy wanton sports pursue, 
While here amid these rosy shades 
I cool my wings in perfumed dew. 



O'er thy fair nymphs in noon-tide hour, 
Thy fanning pinions light display, 
Steal fragrance from each opening flower, 
And to their breasts the sweets convey : 



But know, amid thy frolic raptures, 
'Mid transports to thy thought so dear, 
A purer joy, a softer pleasure, 
A sweeter office waits me here. 
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i 

Here, past this thick o'er arching foliage, 
Soon shall a maiden bend her way, 
Fair as the morn's first dawning radiance, 
And mild as eve's last lingering ray. 

See'st thou yon lowly moss-roofed cottage, 

On which e'en now the sun-beams gleam ? 

To aid its sick and feeble tenant, 

She hastened there at mom's first beam. 

i 

'Tis hers with sweet and soothing power 
To still the throbbing pulse of care, 
To wing disease's lingering hour, 
And whisper peace to pale despair. 

At her approach two beauteous infants 
To meet their loved protectress fly, 
And at her sight, one ray of pleasure 
Lights their sad mother's languid eye, 
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Soon shall I see her thence returning, 
With modest air and aspect meek, 
While the soft glow of virtuous pleasure, 
With livelier crimson tints her cheek. 

On her warm cheek the bright tear glitters, 
And trembles in her radiant eye ; 
— Oh ! think what joy, when swift to meet her, 
Veiled in a balmy cloud, I fly. 

Kiss from her eyes their pearly treasures, 
O'er her my dewy wings display, J 
Cool her soft cheek, and fan her bosom, 
And with her amber tresses play. 

FIRST ZEPHYR. 

Oh happy Zephyr ! with such pleasures 
My truant sports can ill compare ; 
I'll wait with thee the nymph's returning, 
And sweets for her with thee prepare. 
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But see ! through yonder willowy bower 
She comes, and by the winding stream, 
While glittering through their pearly shower, 
Her eyes with mildest radiance beam. 



Oh beauteous nymph ! I fly to meet thee, 
O'er thee these balmy dews I fling ; 
Thou'rt bright as summer's glowing hour, 
And milder than the new-born spring : 



Ne'er has my sportive wandering pinion 
A dearer, sweeter form carest ; 
Ne'er kissed a cheek of richer crimson, 
Or wantoned on a fairer breast ! 
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A FRAGMENT. 



•** In him her fond imagination viewed 

The child she loved in heaven, on earth renewed." 

Montgomery. 



What though the mild tints which that 

cheek adorned, 
Vied not with his who she adored, and mourned ; 
Not his the mien that spoke the aspiring soul, 
The glance at once to charm and to controul ; 
The kindling radiance from those eyes that broke; 
The roseate bloom that brightened as he spoke ; 
Yet still some transient look, some fleeting grace 
Bade her charmed eye the living likeness trace ; 
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Beamed o'er his form, and with its heaven-fraught 

ray 
Recalled the shade of beauty, passed away : 
And his the voice which breathed of all she loved 
Which waked the o'erpowering sorrow it reproved; 
Which when in angel-tones her name it spoke 
Or softly breathed her morning slumbers broke, 
She deemed his pitying spirit hovered nigh 
And feared to chase the vision by a sigh. 



o 2 
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%t>e gfovint of CTupiO. 

PROM THK GERMAN OF GBS8NER. 

Oh Love ! sweet Love ! in May's first fragrant 
hour, 
Did I not rear this shrine with studious care ; 
And kneeling, weeping, own thy sov'reign power, 
And breathe to thee my warmest, fondest 
prayer ? 



Did not each rosy dawn's first beams behold me 
With new-culled fragrant garlands deck thy 
shrine, 
With musky pinks, sweet thyme, and glowing 
roses, 
Bathed in the morning's dewy tears, and mine ? 
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Did I not teach the myrtle's glossy foliage 
Gently to bend, and arch into a bower ? 

Bade here the rose diffuse its softest perfumes, 
And plant around each sweetest, fairest flower? 



Alas ! in vain — already wild winds raving, 
Strip the pale leaves, and sweep the flowers 
away, 

And Phillis coldly still beholds my passion, 
Cold and unmoved as on the first of May. 
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CD* Infant'* JBiatfcftitL 

SCENE IN THE COTTAGE OP A LABOURER. 

— " Lift the veil that shades his cradle, 
Balmy sleep has closed his eyes." 

— No ! — upon those darkened eye-lids 
Death's eternal slumber lies. 



Lo ! the couch of restless anguish 

Where he pined and moaned ere while ; 

Now upon those pain- worn features, 
Rests a faint and placid smile. 



Lovely e'en in death, my baby ! 

That soft smile, that aspect meek, 
Beauteous still the pallid roses, 

Which bestrew thy faded cheek. 
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Stilled the pulse's feverish flutter, 
Fled the flushed cheek's hectic bloom, 

Thine the peace no pang shall trouble, 
Thine the slumber of the tomb. 

Never more shall day's warm radiance 
Cheer thee with its genial beam, 

Never more yon moon's cold lustre 
On those- pallid features gleam. 

All unheeded and unheeding, 

Cold this cherished form shall rest ; 

And the crumbling grass-clothed hillock, 
Rise above that tender breast. 

Harmless round thy lowly dwelling 
Rain shall beat, or tempest rave ,* 

Vainly, summer's perfumed zephyrs 
Waft their fragrance o'er thy grave. 
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For thy play-mates' busy murmur, 
Active sports and noisy glee, 

Peace and rest shall be thy portion, 
Night and silence dwell with thee. 

Life's vain cares and toils returning, 
Soon shall thought of thee efface, 

And thy happier, healthier brother, 
Fill thy vacant cradle's space* 

Soon, full soon, thy lisping sister 
Shall thy absence cease to mourn ; 

E'en thy mother's heart, forgetful, 
Cease to weep her eldest born. 

But not thus within my bosom, 
Shall thy gentle image fade, 



Or my heart its grief resigning, 
Cease to mourn thee, lowly laid. 
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For 'twas mine to watch thy pillow, 

Each fond care in vain to try, 
To behold thy parting anguish, 

To receive thy latest sigh. 



Cherub ! rest, — thy trials over, 
Early set life's feeble ray : 

Cherub ! past thy night of sorrow 
Waken to eternal day ! 
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OR THE POET'S WISH. 



FROM THE GERMAN OF 6K88NER. 



Is this my favourite haunt ? this the loved bower 

Beneath whose balmy shade entranced I lay ? 
This the steep height from which the mountain- 
stream 
Through tangling foliage wound its glittering 
way? * 



Alas ! where once thy crystal current pour'd 
O'er flowers and velvet moss its foaming tide, 

In gloomy pomp an icy pillar stands 

And glitters, dazzling 'gainst the rock's tall side. 
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Silent and naked now the tufted bower 

Where once gay zephyrs through the foliage 
played, 

Scattered the hawthorn's bloom in snowy shower, 
Or whispered through the gently-waving shade. 



While through the parting boughs a transient beam 

Shot sudden brightness through the dusky 

bowers, 

Tipt with soft light the white waves' feathery 

foam, 

And glanced on downy moss and starry flowers. 



Alas ! how changed : — yet soon shall youthful 
Spring 

Breathe on thy buds, dissolve thy icy chains ; 
Again thy stream shall health and freshness pour, 

Again shall flowers and verdure deck thy plains. 
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Receive me then beneath thy peaceful shade, 
Hide me where care shall never find me more, 

Ye waters ! lull me with your soothing fall, 
Thou downy moss ! my lost repose restore. 



From the cool stream and from the breezy hill, 
From the dark grove, and from the peaceful 
vale, 
When youthful Spring breathes transport o'er my 
heart, 
And each unfolding bud with soft delight I hail. 



While thus I rest beside thy limpid stream, 
And list the music of its dancing waves, 

No prouder wish my artless bosom frames, 
Nor other joy my humble spirit craves. 
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Thrice blest the poet,, if his simple strain 
Wake love's soft sigh, or beauty's ready tear, 

The untaught praise of youth and childhood gain, 
Or to a future age his humble name endear. 



HO 



FROM THE GERMAN OP R08ENGARTEN. 

" La religion dominoit son ame ; en se saissisant de sa disposition a la 
melancholie; de son penchant pour les images sombre ; de son occupation 
continuelle et profonde du souvenir et de la destinee des morts." 

Madame de Stakl. 



STROPHE. 



" Peaceful is the Grave !" 



Tranquil waters flow, 

Softest zephyrs blow, 
Coolest shadows o'er its precincts rest, 

Silence breathes around, 

All is peace profound, 
Where our mother-earth receives each way-worn 
guest. 
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Here the weary rest, 

Here the throbbing breast 
Of grief, of care, of love itself, is still, 

In dreamless slumber bound 

Forgot each aching wound, 
And buried in the dust each waking sense of ill. 



ANTISTROPHE. 



" Fearful is the Grave !" 

i 



Blasting night-winds sweep 

Chilling horrors creep, 
Night and silence o'er its confines reign ; 

There their Sabbath deep, 

The gloomy sisters keep, 
There with death enleagued their awful rule 
maintain. 
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Bound in icy chains, 

There his prey remains ; 
Locked for ages in its gloomy cell ; 

No voice, no sound is there, 

No breath of vernal air, 
Tis death's abode, and there his gloomiest horrors 
dwell. 



STROPHE. 

Not within its breast 

Shall night eternal rest, 
Summer suns shall fade, and stars decline, 

Ages roll away, 

While beneath its sway, 
Still its powerful arms the slumbering guest 
confine. 
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But when years are past, 

When suns no longer last, 
Loud the Archangel's trump shall peal the note of 
doom, 

Where death's shadows lay, 

Shall bloom eternal day, 
And light and life pervade the bursting tomb. 



From the cleaving earth 

Shall rise her second birth, 
The parting waves with wakening myriads swarm ; 

The grave yields up its trust, 

And the rekindling dust, 
Again with life, and sense, and breath, be warm ! 
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Hint* 

TO THE MINIATURE PICTURE OF A CHILD.* 

(PAINTBD BT T. HARGRKAVK&, 181 ••) 

" Oh blest are they who live and die like him, 
Loved with such love* and with such sorrow mourned !** 

Wordsworth. 

— " J*etou jeune encore, mats ce doux sentiment de jouissanee et 
d'esperance qui vivifie la jeunesse me quitta pour jamais :— deslors l'etre 
sensible rut mort a demi : je ne vis plus devant moi que les tristes testes 
d'une vie insipide : je venois rechercher le passe qui n'etoit plus, et qui ne 
pouvoit renaitre." — Rousskau. 

«* II sera toujours pour toi l'enfant cheri, l'enfant immorteL" 

Long years have passed, yet still while here I 
bend, 
Fast flow the tears that weep thy early doom, 
Still on my soul the secret sorrow preys 

N 

That mourns thee low in thy untimely tomb. 

* It represents him as having just closed the little volume from which he 
had been repeating his prayers. 
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Oh ! best beloved ! (was aught on earth more 
dear?) 

Is this, alas ! all that remains of thee ? 
Dim through my tears the lovely image smiles, 

Still, as in life, from care and sorrow free* 



Blest be the hand which thus with sacred skill, 

This cherished idol to my heart has given ; 
Rescued from time and death that cheek's soft 

bloom, 
And shown the lost on earth, preserved in heaven. 



Such as erewhile, in childhood's blissful hour 
I saw him sporting on that flower-strewn sod, 

Nor knew the whirlwind fate was on the wing, 
Which instant summoned him, to meet his 
God. 



* 



146 THE MINIATURE PICTURE. 

(Ah ! who so bright, so pure, so fit to die 
By brief transition to that heaven to rise, 

Which bade him bless me for some few short 
years, 
Then swift recalled him to his native skies !) 



The same soft radiance gilds that amber hair, 
The same bright smile in those blue eyes I see! 

-—Angel of heaven ! still breathe thy artless 
prayer ; 
Oh intercede for her who mourns for thee ! 



For her, who rich in every earthly joy, 

Still heaves for thee the secret lingering sigh, 

Still mourns her fair-haired, blooming, darling, 
boy, 
Born but to smile and bless her — and to die. 
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If here, while kneeling at my feet, thy prayer 
In daily incense did to heaven ascend, 

Still for thy mother feel an angel's care, 
Still o'er her fate a seraph's guard extend. 



When dangers threaten, or when sorrows try 
To shield, to save her, to thy charge be given ! 

On hovering wing receive her parting sigh, 

Guide her freed soul, and welcome hereto 
heaven ! 



♦ 
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art)* ^Fountain* 

AN BCLOOUB, IMITATED PBOM TBB 8PANI8H OF Oil. POLO. 
8BB HI8 "DIANA ZNAMORADA." 

DIANA AND ALCIDA. 

Time — Noon. 
ALCIDA. 

Ndw while the sun pours wide his arrowy beams, 
And nature sickens in the blaze of day, 
Faint and more faint the labourer plies his toil, 
Or wearied sleeps beneath the pine's tall shade. 
The languid nymphs from the day's dazzling eye 
Seek refuge : deep within impervious cells, 
Or stretched supine upon their mossy beds, 
They list the tinkle of the falling drops 
That slow distil upon the rocky floor. 
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Now drooping silence reigns : save where around 
The restless grasshopper's shrill note is heard, 
Or languid song of shepherdess, reclined 
In the cool shade beside her fleecy care. 
-—Lead where yon fountain sparkles through the 

glade, 
O'er whose clear brink the fragile hare-bell 

bends, 
That loves to trace its beauty in the waters : 
There zephyr whispering through the trembling 

leaves, 
Dips his light pinions in the current clear, 
And sprinkles freshness o'er the languid flowers : 
There shall our songs the noon-tide hour 

beguile, 
And each soft gale Diana's accents bear : 
— Oh ! mountain spirit ! dweller of the rock, 
Sweet echo ! answer from thy mossy cave ! 



150 THE FOUNTAIN. 



DIANA Sing8. 

Hail to thy waters ! crystal fountain, 

Which spreading health, and freshness rove 

Thy sparkling tide, whose plaintive murmur, 
Might soothe all pain but hopeless love. 



Oh ! ever on thy turfy margin, 
May rosy laughing spring preside, 

Her freshest tints, her sweetest odours 
Enrich the flowers that deck thy side. 



And still may boisterous Anster, passing 
Revere the bright abode of spring, 

No wild gales tear thy willowy bowers, 
Or sweep thy buds with blighting wing. 
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Here may the lily breathe its fragrance, 

The violet here its perfume shed. 
And to each early- wandering zephyr, 

The primrose bow its modest head. 



ALCIDA. 

Ne'er may the busy city's tumult 
Thy silent sacred bowers invade, 

No wild horn rouse thy slumbering echoes, 
Or fright the red deer from thy shade. 



The whispering voice of passing zephyr, 
The fearless red-breast's mellow song, 

The soft-breathed vow of faithful lover, 
Alone be heard thy banks along. 



152 THJB FOUNTAIN. 

DIANA. 

Here ne'er may listless heifer straying, 
To shun the thirsty noon-tide hours, 

Disturb thy cool pellucid waters, 
Or trample on thy new-born flowers. 



Oh ! ne'er may hapless lover languish, 
Reclined along thy willowy side, 

Or bitter tear of hopeless anguish 
Pollute thy pure, thy crystal tide ! 



But ever on its mossy border 

May love and peace delight to rest, 

And cherub innocence gay carol, 

And cull thy flowers to deck her breast ! 
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NOTES. 



Note 1, page 25. — Fragments by the Sister of Falconer. 

As some inquiries have been made as to the authenticity of 
these lines, since they appeared in the first edition, it is thought 
best to avow here, that they were addressed many years ago to 
the memory of a beloved brother, (a young officer of the 53rd 
regiment) whose brilliant talents, and dark and uncertain fate, 
but too closely resembled those of the admired author of the 
Shipwreck. 



" No tomb is raised to thee 



" Which may to later years thy worth impart : 
" Thou hast no grave but in the stormy sea, 
" And no memorial but this sorrowing heart." 
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Note 2, page 28.— Elric and Elsee. 

This old ballad is thus beautifully introduced into Ohlen- 
schlager's celebrated tragedy, "Axel and Valborga." 



Scene— The tomb of Axel in the cathedral of Drontheim, the 
ancient burying -place of the Norwegian kings. 

Valborga— (reclining there, dying.) 

So let me rest, 

While calm as snow-flake showers 

Death steals like sleep upon me : 

Thou, my William ! 

Sing that old strain which in my childhood's hours 

I loved to hear, 

Its dirge-like chaunt shall soothe me. 

Well thou knowest the ancient lay 

Of Elsee and her Elric 

There — take thy golden harp and sit thee down 

Beside the royal pillar, opposite 

To Axel's tomb, and sing the lay throughout, 

Even to the end, where the poor love-lorn maid, 

With trembling joy upon the grave's dark brink 

Rejoins her heart's-loved Elric 



NOTES. 155 

William— (having complied with her request and con- 
cluded the song ; after a pause,) 

Valborga ! it is finished ; speak, Valborga ! 

How pale she lies ! — arise, loved Mend, and cheer thee ! 

Ha ! does she faint ? or has the hand of death 

(He goes up to her and discovers that she is lifeless ; her 
head resting upon the arm of Axel.) 



There is a beautiful critique upon this tragedy, and upon some other of 
Ohlenschlager's works, in the 4th number of the Foreign Review. Oct. 1828. 



Note 3, page 48.— The Ringlets. 

The leading idea only of this romance is taken from the Spanish. 
Many of these ballads breathe a spirit of the purest and yet most 
passionate tenderness, of which the original of the present one 
might be quoted as an example. They shadow out all the feelings 
and occurrences of every -day life : sometimes it is a Spanish 
version of " D'eil tak' the war !" (" Mai haya la guerra !") some 
wife or some mother who laments in strains that vibrate through 
the heart, the absence or the danger of her young soldier ; of 
one whose presence was a joy to her eyes, and a beam of light 
to her path, and whose voice is heard in her home no more. 
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{Sometimes it is the artless girl of the mountain-inn, who regrets 
the departure of the muleteer on whom she had fixed her simple 
affections, and recounts the cares and attentions to him and his 
mules by which she sought to detain him, summing up all her 
griefs with the burden 

41 Mai haya quien fia 

# 

" De gente que pasa !" 

" How vain ! on a stranger 
" Our fond hearts to stay ! 
" How hopeless ! to trust, 
Who like thee, pass away !" 
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Note 4, page 60.-7^ Parting. 

" El alba nos mira 
" Y el dia amanesce ; 
" Antes que te sientan 
" Levantate y vete !" 

Note 5, page 68. — The Invisible Spirit. 

FROM THE ITALIAN OF LUIOI TANSILLO. 

" L' anima della morta donna chiusa nell' albero." 

This passage, from an old and almost forgotten poet, may 
remind some readers of the beautiful scene in Lord Byron's 
tragedy, between Manfred and his departed and beloved Astarte. 
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Note 6, page 85.— The Forsaken One. 

FROM THE GERMAN OF OOXTHJB. 

There is a pleasing passage in one of Gongora's Letrillas, of 
very similar feeling and expression. 

V *' Llorad ! corazon 

u Que teneis razon ! 

• • • 

" Llorando la ansencia 

Del galan traidor, 

La halla la luna 

Y la deja el sol : 

Anadiendo siempre 

Pasion ft pasion, 

Memoria a memoria, 

Dolor ft dolor. 

Llorad! corazon, 

Que teneis razon !" 

Gongora. 

We can hardly believe that this, and many other of his 
touching and beautiful romances, were written by the cumbrous 
author of the once celebrated and fashionable, but now forgotten 
" Soledades," a series of poems which influenced the whole body 
of Castillian poetry, and which, under the name of Euphuism 
and the adoption of Lilly, perverted with its stiffness and its 
quaintness, in the reign of Elizabeth, even our English literature 
itself. 
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Note 7, page W.— Faustina MaraiU to her Rival; 
or "LaGelosia." 

From the " Sonetti della Signora Faustina Maria Maratti/ published con- 
jointly with the poems of her husband, Gio. Battista Felice ZappL 

She seems from the multiplied testimonkjfof her contempora- 
ries, to have combined in a singular degree the charms of beauty 
with the highest degree of moral excellence and the most superior 
intellectual attainments. Her writings are distinguished from 
the whole body of Italian poetry by their peculiar purity and 
elegance, by a tone of feminine yet elevated sentiment, which 
^characterizes them (and those of the noble Vittoria Colonna) 
almost exclusively. The bright gleams that enliven, and the 
passing clouds which over-shadow the calm and limited horizon 
of domestic life are beautifully painted in them, with all the 
delicacy and precision of a woman's hand, and the truth and 
tenderness of a woman's heart— Perhaps no author has described 
so successfully the happiness arising from a sacred and legitimate 
attachment : of this her first and eighth sonnet, and the one 
describing her husband's appearance and success amid the 
society of the "Arcadi," are beautiful instances: dreading to 
be accused of what Gibbon has happily termed " the idolatry 
of affection," she appeals to those around her to attest the excel- 
lence she has celebrated. She lost in the meridian of life the 
husband she so idolized, and the child she fondly loved : two of 
the moat beautiful of her poems were written on this latter occa- 
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sion, and breathe the very spirit of tenderness and grief. — Some 
of the others, like the present one, betray a feeling of wounded, 
but uncomplaining affection ; and one is addressed to her illus- 
trious father, Carlo Maratti, on the subjeet of his celebrated 
picture, Tuccia, the vestal virgin. She died at Ancona, 171—- 
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Note 8, page 94. — The Invocation. 

From the Spanish of Garcilaso de la Vega. — See his first Eclogue, Salicio 
and Nemoroso (i. e. Garcilaso and Boscan.) 

These tender and beautiful lines are addressed in the original 
to the departed object of the speaker's earliest and fondest attach- 
ment, Dona Isabel Freyre de Fonseca, under the name of his 
"DivinaElisa!" 

Note 9, page 96.— The Parting of the Cid and Ximena. 

The materials for this ballad are to be found in the " Roman- 
$ero del Cid*' of Escobar, in the delightful collections of Dep- 
ping, Grimm, Bohl von Faber, &c * The present is a loose and 
periphrastic version which pretends not to any of the terseness 
or simplicity of the originals. 
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Bel cuello pendiente ella 
V iendole tomar la espada 
Con lagrimas y suspiros 
Le dice aquestas palabras. 
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Salid al campo, senor ! 
Banen mis ojos la cama 
Que ella me sera tambien 

Sin vos campo de batalla."* 

• • • • 

" Vaya a los Moros el cu|^h 
Y quede con vos el alma." 

Note 10, page 116.— The Crusader's Return. 

From Schiller's most popular ballad, the " Hitter Toggen- 
burg," of which there are twenty English versions, and not one 
(including the present one) which at all approaches the original. 

Note 11, page 144. — The Fountain. 

BY OIL POLO, 

From his pastoral novel of the Diana Enamorada, a continuation 
of the more celebrated Diana of George de Montemayor.— 
Of Oil Polo's work, however, Cervantes has spoken in high 
terms of praise. At the burning of Don Quixote's library, the 
curate desires that this book may be preserved, and after con- 
demning another of the same name, says of this, " Y la de Gil 
Polo se guarde come si fuera del mesmo Apolo." 

THE END. 
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